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new happiness was very brief, and just as
he was rising to something of Milton's
grandeur in the fragment that has been
called Mutabilitie, "the wandering com-
panies that keep the wood," as he called
the Irish armies, drove him to his death.
Ireland, where he saw nothing but work
for the Iron man, was in the midst of the
last struggle of the old Celtic order with
England, itself about to turn bottom up-
ward, of the passion of the Middle Ages
with the craft of the Renaissance. Seven
years after Spenser's arrival in Ireland a
large merchant ship had carried off from
Loch Swilly, by a very crafty device com-
mon in those days, certain persons of
importance. Red Hugh, a boy of fifteen,
and the coming head of Tirconnell, and
various heads of clans had been enticed
on board the merchant ship to drink of a
fine .vintage, and there made prisoners.
All but Red Hugh were released, on finding
substitutes among the boys of their kin-
dred, and the captives were hurried to
Dublin and imprisoned in the Birmingham
Tower. After four years of captivity and
one attempt that failed, Red Hugh and
certain of his companions escaped into the